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PAINTING IT RED-CAR. 
«Papa has leftaname behind him at Redcar; he has also lft some unpaid bills there as well. The townspeople, it appears, begged that he would do 
something to advance the interests of ihe place, so, after conferring with one or two local biy pots, it was decided to build an Opera House on the Esplanade— 
provided anyone could be got to pay for it. Poor Pa has headed the list with fourpence, and further subscriptions are expected. The laying of the 
foundation stone, on tick, was an tmposing ceremony. Thank Heaven we all return to Mildew Court newt week. Dve had enough of it.’—Toorsie. 


THE MASHER AND THE MAID. THE PLAGUE. 


—_>— 


| “Passing through Tokenhouse Yard, in Lothbury, of a 
| sudden a casement violently opened just over my head, and 
nm woman gave three frightful screeches, and then cried 
‘Oh, death, death, death!’ in a most inimitable tone, ane 
which struck me with horror and a chilliness in my very 
blood. There was nobody to be seen in the whole street, 
neither did any other window open, for people had no 
curiosity now in any case, nor could anybody help one 
another, so T passed on into Bell Alley.” 

It is Daniel Defoe who is speaking, and he refers to inci. 
dents of the awful davs of pestilence in August and Sep- 
tember, 1665. It is true that the author of “Robinson 
Crusoe” wrote his narrative upwards of fifty years after the 
calamity to which it refers, and could have been bat an 
infant in arms when the Plague was raging, still there 
ix abundant evidence that he took great pains to make his 
account an authentic one, by collecting such minute par- 
ticulars as could be obtained from survivors, and by con- 
sulting parish records and pamphlets by medical men 
relating to the Plague, and what billows may be accepted 

as the plain trath, 

} The Plagne commenced in’ December, 1664, Tn May, 
June and July it continued with great severity, buat in 


1, “Nice girl —very nice girl! Wonder if I may 2. Some donkeys passed, The girl sighed. “ What 3. For which he paid, Tmmevdiately afterwards Jugcins z A Panis Sg Wen Sent 
venture to address her? [ will, bai Jove! Nothing is it?" murmured Jugyins, love flashing forth from proposed a walk, “Oh, dear me. no!" responded the irl; August and September it quic ken | into dreadful activity, 
veurure, nething have, so here goes.” Atter a few his eves. “OU, Lshould so much like adonkey ride!" “my bushand wonkd obieet, But . answer fur SWEEPING WWay 8,000 ina week. Then itowas that the w hole 
1} tarhs on the sulject of the weather, * You shall have une,” qnoth Jaggins ; and she did, hiuiself.” Juggins warted ty Lear aoe more; he tld. British nation wept for the sufferings of the metropolis, In 
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some houses careases lay waiting for burial, and in others persons 
were seen doubled up in their last agonies, In one room were 
heard dying groans, and in the next the ravings of delirium, 
mingled with the wailings of relatives and friends and the shrieks 
of children, Some of theaffected ran about staggering like drunken 
men and fell and expired in the streets, while others calmly laid 
themselves down never to rise again, At length, in the middle of 
September, more than 12,000 perished in one week ; in one night 
4,000 died, and, in the whole, most probably 100,000. The hearses 
were but dead-earts, which continually traversed the streeta while 
she apesln as ery, * Bring out your dead /" thrilled through every 
soul, 

Then it was that parents, husbands, wives and children saw all 
those that were dear to them thrown with a pitchfork into the eart 
like the offal from a slaughter-house, to be carried without the city 
walls and tlung into one promiscuous heap, without the rites of 
sepulture, without a coffin and without a shroud. ; 

Some graves were dug so large as to hold a thousand bodies 
each, and into them the living, wrapt in blankets and rags, threw 
themselves among the dead in their agonies and delirium, if They 
were often found in this state hugging the flesh of their kindred 
that had not quite perished. 2 F 

People again, in the intolerable torment of their swellings, ran 
wild and mad, laying violent hands on themselves, and mothers, in 
their lunacy, murdered their children, When the carts werr 
insufficient for their oftice, the houses and streets were rendered 
tenfold more pestilential by the unburied dead. 

Frightful stories were told of nurses who attended infected 
people using them barbarously, starving them, smothering them : 
and, where there was but one person left in the house, and that one 
lying sick, the watchmen broke into the place, and murdered him or 
her und tung the body into the dead-cart, and carried it, still 
warm, to the grave. 


* * ° ° 
“ iilliam,” lisped the Blue Eyed Bubble. ‘ . 
But Billiam was too quick for him, and Alexandry is now with- 


out his eye tooth, 
(Nert week, “ The Mutineers.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


eS 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclosea stamped enrelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


We'd insert your letter, CHUTNEY, but, alas! it's far too long, 
Very sorry, THOMAS MAITLAND, but we da not know the song 
We're obliged for WORKER'S letter and the cutting which he senis 
Don't be foolish, BERNARD, SLOPER never wilfully offends, Thank 
you for potato, Rustic, ALLY says he fails to trace, In the 
Magnum Bonum tuber, any likeness to his face. You'd look rather 
foolish, SERGEANT, if we took you at your word, What a stupi/ 
notion, FRIGHTENED, really it is too absurd. We're too ancirn! 
dickia birdics, CLARENCE, to be caught with chaff. Thank you for 
your compliment upon the talent of the ataff. Thank you for your 
kindly postcard, MANY THOUSAND CORNISH MEN, Snatcher's well 
in health, though he's a little fractious now and then, That's where 
you're mistaken, VICTOR, SLOPER'S never known to fail. Nonsense, 
TEppy, ALLY knows, for he's been often out on bail, Thank you, 
S. HL, for your verses, we're no space for them just now, How can 
we arovid it, MURPHY? there ia sure to be a row. You should take 
it hack, OUTWITTED ; no, they dare not cut up reugh, Thanks, 
SAMMY, for your sketch, but it is hardly good enough. 


—_—— 


“ALLY SLOPERS HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circatation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


horwarded to any Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-Sree : 
3 Months, Is. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d. 12 Months, 6s 6d 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tie Stoperies,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, LLC. 


Weekly Contents Bills will be sent post-free to Newsagents 
on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apecial arrangement at our 
VARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE. 


— £150 — 


will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen ta meet 
with his ur her death in a Railway Accident, in any part of th 
United Kingdom, PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ALLY 
SLOPER's HAL¥-HOLIDAY” be found upon the Deceased at thr 
time of the Accident, “ALLY SLoPeR’s HALF - HOLIDAY” is 
published oo the United Kingdom every Thureday morn- 
ing at 8 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
timer, exniring at 8 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


~ JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—_—_~— 


THE last five drinks had been consumed in comparative silence, 
broken only by murmurs of “Same as before,” or ejaculations of 
“Here's another!" when the Elder McNab ominously cleared his 
voice, “What did you say?” inquired SLOPER, waking up froma 
reveric. “Eh, mon?” exclaimed the Elder; “I've been thinking, 
and my opinion is, that they Mormons are nae rightly called at a’; 
they should be called more-/asses and nae more-mons.” 

sf 
+ 

Smith, Hallo, Sniper, what's the matter? 

Snaiper, Matter? Matter enough, I should think! The other 
day some scoundrel of the same name as myself was hauled up for 
beating his wife,and the same evening the mob came up to my 
place and brokeallmy windows; and now,as if that wasn't enough, 
this morning I’ve received a bill from the parish for the stones 
which the beggars took out_of the road to break my glass with! If 
that isn’t enough to——" Left growling. 

sf 


* 
I Do detest a man that's close, 
And furthermore a day, 
But if a pretty girl is close 
I feel the other way ! 
bd 
“LARDI, indeed!" said Mrs. Sloper; “as if she was to be men- 
tioned in the samo breath as my darling gal. Why, when she walks 
down the street there isa wiggly-waggliness about her that puts 
me in mind of a sparrow trying to step over a puddle. If that gal 
were mine I'd give her such a smack that the noise would shake 
the mortar out of the house front so as it would block up the very 
area trap. I[ hate them bounce-about-ain't-yer-goiug-to-follow sort 
o' young people, I do.” oe 
* 


SLOPER HALL is not what it used to he. SLOPER is becoming 
prosperous. No longer does the Great Man wile away the happy 
afternoon with the man in possession, playing “crib.” onthe simple 


copper-lid of commerce, stuck on the top of the kitching pail as | 
wast week he walked into | 


ever was, SLOPER has grown haughty. 
the “ Blne Pig.” “Cold Trish,” said the Eminent. “Three o' cold 
and——?" “No, sir!” thundered from the Sloperian lips ; “four- 
penn’orth.” The Blue Pig almost fainted. Ah! what a joy it is 
when you've lent your waistcoat to another bloke, and he, acci- 
dental like, returns it with a half-dollar in it. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY, 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 387,.—The * Redcar Bathing " Costume, 


He came home somewhat boozed to his 
hutch, 
And spoke of his wife as “ Old Dutch,” 
Which she overheard. 
Did she pay him? My word! 
Well. there! what do you think? Not 
much! 


KNEW HIS BUSINESS. 
Sprigs (with bill), Were you ever 
in the cavalry, Snipwell ? 
Saipwell, No, sir, Why ? 
Sprigs, Becanse you know 80 jolly 
well how to charge. 


Second Swell, Yes, a beautiful little thing! (Miss Seraggles gigules.) 
First Swell. Ud give anything to possess the treasure ! ( Miss Scraygles blushes). 
Second Swell, But what price the owner ? 

First Swell, Great Scott, what a fright! (Afiss Scraggles almost fainis.) 


| “Beloved eye, beloved 
| star, Thon art so near 
and vet an far,” 


With one blow of his mighty battle-axe, Egg- 
friei cleft his puny adversary in twain. 


Bey. 


' drinks.” 


(Saturday, September 26, 1891. 


Mrs. CADLEY says that she thinks servants are more stupid than 
ever, and gives, as an example, her Mary Jane. It appears Mrs, 
Cadley gave a party, and everything went off well until supper- 
time, when the wealthy Mrs. Muggins, having expressed her prefer- 
ence for stout, Mrs, Cadley touched the jug nearest her and 
inquired, “ Er—wheat is this, Mary Jane?" And that simple 
maiden replied, “Four ale, mum; but [ got the porter for thrup- 
pence, ‘cos I fetched it in our own jug.” Great was the fall! Oh, 
the pity of it! * < 

* 

How charmingly imitative children are. There's that dear boy 
Alexandry in the back yard a-playing at being at the seaside, And 
what does the dear child a-do at it?) Why, he fastens the clothes- 
line to one of the props, and then gets Evelina to hold on to it and 
begin hopping up and down, making her sing out every now and 
again, “ Mandie-mandie, there's aman a-looking !" At Maryate this, 

* 
* 
I MADE up my mind that I'd go on the stage, 
For | wanted an actor to be; 
In spite of advice from my parents and fricuds, 
1 telt there was talent in me, 


The managers cannot discover it, though ; 
I'm served in a horrible manner: 

My present engagement’s at six bob a week 
To come on and carry a banner. 


* 

“Why do summer roses fade?" asked the over aged jam pot idiot 
of the dear friend who had just lifted a bit off him. “'Cos why? 
it’s their bloomin’ bally business, I fade, don’t 1, when I'm stuck 
for the next booze?) Why do summer roses fade?—'cos it’s their 
bloomin’ biz. to do so.” * 


Jones (steering a skiff), Bust these beastly launches ! 
the curse of the river, running people down. 

Jones (a year later, whe has made var, on the deck of his launch), 
Confound these beastly skiffs! They're the nuisance of the rivah, 
don‘tcherknow. Always getting in the way. 

zs * 


ad 

“A WOMAN'S faith, a woman’s trust; Write the characters in 
dust.” “A woman's faith,” said SLOPER, “why, I’ve only got to 
go home and swallow a half-hundredweight of peppermints, and 
the old ‘ooman ‘Il say right off the reel, * What !—why can't you 
stick to them gins cold, instead of turning yourself into a yas 
works, with a shake of sage and onions Jaid on? Beastly !’” 

-* 
* 

“ CoMING tosce our boxing handicap to-night?” asked ayouthful 
athlete. “Who's your opponent?” returned an old hand. “Oh!” 
said the Y. A., “I'm pitted against Jack Bouncer.” “Jack Bouncer! 
By Jove! you are to be piticd."s 


They're 


ScENE.—In front of hotel bar. 

Inspector, Ahem! Let me see, I think you're the party who 
sold me some—er—er—coffee a week or two ago, 

Melancholy Stranger. No, not me. 

Inspector. Oh, yes, I’m sure of it. 

Melancholy Stranger. V1 bet you a quid it wasn’t. 

Inspector, Done! (Money deposited with landlord.) 

Melancholy Stranger. Look here, now. 1 didn’t sell you no 
coffee ; it was chicory. And you pulled me for it, and I was fined, 
and this ‘ere quid (taking it rom the landlord) will jest pay my 
fine. Good morning. Par 

* 


“ARE you going to Miss Hitone’s party?” asked Mr. Jones, 
“Howcan 1?” replied his wife. “ I've nothing to wear.” “Humph =” 
ejaculated Jones. “ Don’t want much, if you go in the fashion.” 


* 

SHE thought it very shocking 

When the wind revealed her stocking 
And half an inch of ankle, more or less ; 

But she didn’t care a jigger 

When she showed her limbs and figure 
In nothing but a simple bathing dress, 

=z 


* 

“Wuy does the world grow old?” Soshe said. And then the 
young Sunday-out-for-walker said, “’Cos why does the world grow 
old ?—we've too long to wait till the nearest beggur’s ready to stand 
And then that young woman shed a sob that could have 
knocked the silver plated head off a boiled owl, or a tame toad out 


for a Friday afternoon gin crawl. 
z= 


* 
Overheard ona Croydon Tram, 
Stranger. 1 see you claim to be the healthiest town in England. 
Natire. Yes; 1 believe so, 
Stranger. Ah! people don't die often here, T suppose? 
Native, 1 don’t think so. I never heard of anyone dying more 
than once. + * 


THAT girl's chock full of sentiment and delicacy, When she fell 
off the Hampstead Heath moke and turned a catherine-wherl 
among the furze, she immediately started off with, ‘Though sore 
and prickly am | now, and cruel was that moke——” That gal’s a 
puffect Tennysin, in patent palpitators. 

ss 


* 

“WHat sort of a day did you have?" asked Sharpshins. “Oh, 
capital!” answered Jones. “We took the train to Tilbury— 
“| beg your pardon ; you did not.” “ What do you mean?” interro- 
gated Jones, “Why, the train took you, to be sure.” [Oh-h-h-h! 


** 


= 
ScENE—Zn the Cellar, 
Cellarman, These are rum puncheons, sir—all full. 
Visitor. My gracious! Are all these casks as full of rum as 
these? 


Ccllarman, No, sir; only the rum casks, 
s-* 


+. 

“HAVE you seen my blackbird, Mr. Greeney 2” inquired Lardi 
Longsox. “He is such a dear! You should see him cat a live 
snail; it is quiteatreat.” “Indeed, Miss Lardi!” said Mr. Greeney, 
“for the snail or the blackbird e 


a 
TuF following ditty is entirely at the disposal of any member of 
the seaside mysterious minstrel fraternity who has the courage to 
sing it in public — 
“Tam the mysterious minstrel, 
I haven't an atom of voice, 
And, as to my playing, it goes without saying 
It isn’t remarkably choice. 


“Tam the mysterious minstrel. * 
Folks think I'ma man of position, 
A duke ora Jerd, though Pm really a fraud, 
And naught but a pothouse musician,” 
se 


* 

“ Do yon know Hudson?” asked Jones, “The Furniture Remo 
val man?” Smith answered. “Yes. Very decent fellow,” suid 
Jones. “So he ought to be,” remarked Smith, “He mores in tie 
best society.” *\* 


“GIVE us half a pound of nute, missus,” said a working man. 
“Don't sell ‘em by weight,” snapped the greengrocer: “sell ‘em 
by measure.” “Allright. Give ue a yard of ‘em, then. 

7 * 
* 

“TI SEE that Chiscl is dead.” said Mr. Clumberbump, while read- 
ing a Sunday paper. “ Who's he?" inquired his loving spouse, ~ ] be 
famous carver,” replicd Mr. Clumberbump, “Ah! [spose its te 
hot weather that killed her. If you r’member, we lo-t our \Iderres 
Netty that very hot summer three or four years ago, and she was a 
famous calver, too.” 


ae 


Saturday, September 26, 1891.] 
TOOTSIE AT MAN’S_ ISLAND. 


——_ 


Writ, ves, dear, here we are at the “North Western Hotel,” 

Lime Street, Liverpool, and in half an hour's time we are off to the 
~O. M, Of course, be- 
fore starting, we have 
thoroughly well done 
“Liver,” which is a 
thoroughly jolly 
place. 

“Mind you go to 
Reynolds’ Waxworks,” 
sud Ma; so we went 
and saw there many 
casts of murderers 
heads, and) Fred Ar- 
cher, and the two 
hended boy, and 
Madame Rachel, and 
Mr. Stanley, and Gen- 
eral Mite, and the 
Grecian daughter, and 
Barnum, and Alice the 

-hbaby giantess, and 
Millie Christine. and 
the missing link, 
Chang, the hairy Mas- 
cottes, the Siamese 
twins, and Queen Vie- 
toria. Admission, Gd, 
Catalogue, 3¢. extra, 
We came away with 
our minds improved, 

Then we sampled all 
the theatres and music 
halls, which is rather 
hard work, you know, 
for there area good lot 

of them: and, alter that, we ran over to New Brighton and saw 

another of Revnolds’ shows, and then we came back to Liverpool 
again aed went in for Cross’ wild beast warehouse, which was one 
of the taost curious sights | ever saw. Here every year come thou- 
sands on thousands of wild animals, imported for sale, includiug 
snakes of all sorts and sizes, a few yards of which were handed to 
Billy to nurse, whilst one of the keepers kept.a tight hold of the 
awful creature's throat to prevent its biting Bob's head off, for 
which its mouth, when at full stretch, carpet bag shape, seemed 
quite big enough. Billy himself, however, was pronounced un- 
swillowable at one gulp. By the way, there were on sale the most 

Jovely parrots, fancy fowls and Java sparrows you can imagine, 

Doa't miss Cross when you go to Liverpool, 


’ 


A rude wave, 


* * * * * * 

We are at Douglas, at the “ F:leon Cliff Hotel,” a very pretty 
and lively hostelry, commanding a splendid view of the bay and 
having beautiful 
plasure grounds 
af its own, besides 
assembly rooms. 
at whieh rank and 
tient assemble. 
“Castle Mona” is 
the Jargest, and, 
possibly, the prin- 
cipal hotel; but 
we are all) right 
here, 

On inquiry. 1 
find that © the 
Ieland,” as) Nor- 
thern people eall 
it, Was named 
after a certain 
Mannana, a sor 
of demigod, the 
date of whose 
birth is uncertain, 
Ile appears to 
have been a cross 
between a bandit, 
2 conjurer and a 
reck hot gospeller, 
and probably, in 
his time, did well. 
The isle is also 
called Mona, 
which is a better 
name, to my 
thinking, 

According to Mr. Heyward’s illustrated handy guide, the voyage 
from Liverpool is not unfrequently « rough one, and hundreds of 
heartless wretches assemble on the pier every day to enjoy the 
spectacle of the weak and dilapidated who have had a bad time 
coming across, In the same work the author says, “ When you 
have decided on a journey in which a sea voyage is one of the 
chief concomitants, endeavour to get free of any biliousness which 
may be hanging about. Then, with your eves bright and your 
tongne unfurred, get a good square meal before starting (a good 
beetsteak, if you can manage it), and you will feel competent to 
‘snufl the moon, whatever that operation may mean. Of course, 
us one need be told to remain on deck as much as the weather will 
allow,” 

We have had a good time at Douglas, except that when T and 
Miss Goodenough weut paddling the day before yesterday, and a 
great 
wave 
romped 
over us 
and wet 
our frocks 
awfully. 

Billy has 
been or- 
dered 
horse ex- 
ercise, and 
hasalmost 
broken a 
doukey's 
back, for 
which feat 
the don- 
key’s pro- 
prietor 
ave poor 
Billy what 
he called 
“beans,” 

We have 
had some 
nice dan- 
ces at the 
hotel. Bob 
is nota 
yrood dan- 
cer, ho 
more are 
Snookie and the Honourable Billy, They, therefore, do the mural 
Horiculture and watch us whirling round with the most eligible 
obtainable mashers, As we pass, we hear them gnash their teeth, 
But—nalas! our holiday is at an end. and we are homeward bound 


Set Week. 


Weight will tell. 


On the whirl. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 30/ 
| HARDLY WHAT SHE EXPECTED. “IN CAMERA.” 
| * 1 SHOULD like to ask a question,” ——— 
Said the lover to the maid. HvuGH SPONDELeVID was not her husband. He wes in the 


Said the maiden to the lover, 
“Go on, George ; be not airaid.” 


Said the lover to the maiden, 
“Lum fearful to offend, 

For upon your answer, Mabel, 
All my future will depend.” 


Said the maiden to the lover, 
“George, | think that 1 can guess, 
What you'd ask for, ve expected 
It for six mouths, more or less.” 
Said the lover to the maiden, 
“fT should like conclusive proof 
As to whether you'll inherit 
Any of your father’s oof,” 


THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND. 
By A, SLOPER, Esy., F.O.M. 
(Being further annstated, enlarged, and generally knocked about.) 


CHAPTER XIE. 
Henry LV, 1399 to 1413, 


Henry IV., who usurped the throne, had always been a favourite 
with the common people. 

‘ Henry 1V, started the House of Lancaster. It was a very good 
ouse, 

There are several houses in London called the Lancaster. 

Some of the nobles and foreign states were much against Henry. 
He mixed himself up with the lower orders. 

People who are in the King line of business should not do this 
sort of thing. Kings should keep themselves to themselves. 

The Emperor of Germany does the same thing nowadays a 
little too much. Kings should not wiuk the other eye too much, 

Henry IV. had a son, the Prince of Wales. The Prince of 
Wales kept bad company, and with one Falstaff aud Richard 
Sloper supported scrapping matches, and kept one eyed terriers, 
and did a little ratting down east. Henry, Prince of Wales, often 
backed a rat. Nowadays Princes of Wales back-a-rat, only they 
don't come off 50 easy, 

Henry, Prince of Wales, used to get on the job pretty freely. 
ile upset the old man very much, so much so that Henry LV. 
had a dreadful tit on hearing that his eon had returned tive shillings 
that he borrowed from somebody in the Prosser's Avenue. 

When the King lay, as they thought, dead in bed, the Prince of 
Wales came in and tried on the old man’s crown. 

This was enough to make Henry senior wake up. He did wake 
up. He thought taat the lad was going to take it on to the 
leaving shop. 

“Ungenerate son!" said he to the startled youth; “you might 
have waited until the old man was a perfect stiff before you took 
it to the three balls.” 

“Oh, father, father!” said the Prince, “may T never live to see 
ie day when you are planted in Westminster Abbey in the old oak 
ulster.” 

The old man was so affected that he gave him his blessing on 
the spot. Fathers, as a rule, give their blessings on the spot, and 
don’t go in for hazards at the end pockets, 

In this reign the battle of Shrewsbury was fought. The brave 
Douglas—you always hear a lot about Douglases in Scotland— 
wanted to fight the King hand to hand. 

“Lamthe King of England,” said Henry, “and you may want 
it ever so much, but it won't run to a two ounce glove mill.’ 

In this battle, Henry, Prince of Wales, retrieved his character by 
his bravery. 

Richard Sloper was also on the field. 

Sloper is not mentioned in Shakespeare, who wrote a phy on 
Henry LV., but his name is to be found inscribed in the police 
reports. 

Nt the end of his life, King Henry became subject to fits—subject 
‘o the intluence of one Fitz Sloper, who gave the country fits and 
beans, too. 

When Henry got seedy from old age, he wanted a new excite- 
ment. He didn't go in forthe bouquet and extra-lady waiting for at 
the stage door, like Edward III. He took to burning peuple, 
because they were Reformers. 

SLOPER would occasionally like a few people to be burnt, es- 
pecially those who trample down the grass in the Park by the 
big tree, where SLOPER likes on Sunday to go and blow the seven 
for a bob, 

History says his conscience upset Henry in his latter days. 

That's all bally nonsense ! 

— 


A RING TALE. 


AMONG the things I dearly prize 

And deeply love and fondly treasure— 
In short, adore and idolize 

Beyond a reasonable measure— 
Is something so supremely fair 

I one day happened to alight on, 
While breathing in the airy air, 

Upon the beachy beach at Brighton, 


A maiden sweet, of seventeen, 
With flowing tresses, gold and shiny, 
Engaged, a yard from my machine, 
In bobbing in and out the briny, 
Was startled suddenly to see 
That I, with anything but loathing, 
Was looking on...) In seconds three 
‘The pretty dear was in her clothing ! 


Away she scooted up the strand— 
“But what is this she’s left behind her? 
Aring? “lis so! a simoule band, 
I'll keep it, just as a reminder,” 
And so I placed it on my wrist, 
Where there for e’er it’s doomed to dangle. 
What's that!) She must have had a tit? 
Oh, no! the ring was but her bangle! 


TEN YEARS AGO. 


THE church picnic, to dear, sleepy old Welwyn, had been a great 
success, and now that they were getting ready to return, the 
children, dusty and tired-out with romping, and the good, kind 
minister, whose arms ached from squeezing out the lemons for the 
houp-la, did Mr. Jugglechips, a good hearted fellow, but a con- 
firmed bachelor, leave the twenty boys he had in his ied to pick 
nu few wild flowers for the fair, if a tritle passée, Honoria Thomson, 
in charge of the girls. 

“You will accept these wild blossoms, Miss T., won't you?” he 
said, as, scrambling up a little bank with the last dandelion, he 
offered to present them. 

“Oh, thanks, thanks!" she said.“ How sweet they are! 

For 2 moment the bold Jugglechips hesitated. He still held the 
hand she had given him in thanking him, and she had dropped 
her eves, 

“How time flies!” he whispered. “ D'you know, I was only 
thinking this morning, it was ten years ago, at this picnic, that you 
refused me at this very spot.” 

“Ah, me!" sighed Miss Thomson, “is it so long as that? I was 
young and foolish then, Mr. J.” 

“Yes, yes," he replied, thinking better of it, “we are older and 
wiser now,” 

And the breeze that whistled past as she sighed again blew over 
the farmyard and had quite a depressing effect upon the poultry. 


ye 
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habit of seeing a good deal of her, and of taking her about here 
and there to the 
ditferent places 
vf public (and 
private) enter- 
tainment in 
Washing hain 
by-the-Sea ; but, 
for all that, 
it was an in- 
disputable — fact, 
Hugh Spend- 
erquid was 
not her hus- 
rand, 

Flora’s proper 
husband ~ didn't 
happen to be 
staying in Wash- 
ingham - by - the- 
Sea at the period 
of which we 
write. A matter 
of business —a 
real, genuine 
matter of busi- 
nhess,and no hum- 
bug about it — 
kept him in town, 
Flora’s husband, 
you must know, 
was a journalist, 
and journalists 
never get holi- 
days. They have been known to go to the seaside sometimes, but only 
fora common object that now kept Thomas Foolscap in town—that 
common object, business, It is ouly when the journalist has beena 
very good boy all the year, and not let his ee in for more than 
six or seven expensive libels, that he is allowed to spend a week of 
August or September describing the goings-on (or goings-off, as 
the case might be) of a seaside town. It may be of some service to 
explain, too, that Flora's husband—Thomas Foolscap to wit—was 
seventy-five years of age, and, to borrow a term from the rosy lips 
of his handsome young wife (she was only bin ealed “beastly 
jealous,” There was no earthly reason for this jealousy, of course, 

ut you know what men are, don't you? 
It was such a lovely morning when Hugh and Flora first met. 
The latter, in a smart bathing co-tume of delicate pink, was 
wandering about a lonely part of the seashore, looking for her 
bathing machine. She had only retired to the niche of a rock for 
a very few seconds, 
to secure a remark- 
ably tine specimen of 
shiny seaweed, and 
that silly donkey of 
a bathing machine 
man, believing her to 
be putting on her 
things in her four 
whevled dressing 
room, had drawn the 
show right up 
amongst all the peo- 
Pe ou the beach, 
the stupid idiot! 

Hugh Spenderquid, 
mistrusting the as- 

:t of the elements, 
had = been — strolling 
around with a long 
ulster over his arm. 
This he offered to 
the shivering Flora. 
She accepted his 
offer, and he held it 
up for her, as one 
xnys, to get into, 
That, you know, was 
their first meeting. 
Since then they 
have been ever 
such close friends, 
though, as Hugh often jokingly asserted, he saw more of her on 
the first day of their acquaintance than on all the days following 

ut together. We don't see the joke ourselves, but he would say 
it jokingly, anyhow, so we suppose there must be something 

in it. 
On the day that Flora was leaving for town and husband, the 
lodging-house servant came up to her room with the information 
* was down in the hall, and would 
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Their first meeting, 
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Ce aoe =, 
Showed her a photograph. 


that a “shabby looking gent 
like to see her (Mrs. Foolscap). 
Flora went down, There was no one in the public sitting room, 
so she asked the “shabby looking gent” to walk in. 
The man showed her 2 photograph, which he took from the 
inper pocket of a faded frock-cout, and smiled. As he did so, he 
said— 
“Twenty pounds would do me, mum. Hotherwise, I'm afraid 
your husband must ‘ave a look at it.” 
Flora held the photo before her in amazement and horror. It 
represented a youn 
gentleman (Bug iL 
Spenderquid) he 
ing an apparently 
partially dressed 
young lady (Mrs. 
Thomas Foolscap) 
into a long ulster. 
Flora had only 
enough money for 
her fare back to 
London. 
“Can't you bor- 
row it from = the 
young gentleman, 
mum?" asked the 
photographic 
scamp. 
Yes, she could, 
and would. Mr. 
Spenderquid — was 
coming up the 
street, and she 
would call him in 
and put the matter 
before him. 
Flora opened the 
window. The man, 
believing the whole 
transaction as good 
as settled, conti- 
dently placed the 
icture on the table, 
ie a moment Flora had it in her grasp, and, throwing it out of the 
window, called to Hugh to pick it up. 
Hugh did so, and after looking at it for 2 moment. deliberately 
tore it into atoms and seattered them to the winds, And that was 
how what might have proved 2 very serious domestic disturbance 
was avoided. 
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Called to Hugh to pick it up. 


ye? To ine 
SHIP HOTEL 


| “Tt lias leu been my ambition to bea 
| fairy, mid Doan one wt dust, dear Dain 


“You wants tu meet with publie sympathy, oll ” , 
pal! Goamwl do something dreadfally beets vou il IN VINO VERITAS.” 


| 
vet plenty of it, and, perhaps, lots of brass as well, | THE UNAPPRECIATED DOUET. “No! IT alwaysh know when I've had enough (Aic).” © Yes, old 


“Sweet chiming bells of long aye.” chap; so does everybody else.” 


rather disnppainted > conversations saver 
jug of stewed cels and tripe suppers do net 
exactly come upto one s ideal of fairyland.” 
— Eetract trom Letter of Young Lady. 


Hise Soper welll be delighted te rverie photographs fron DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—MISS MINNIE PALMER. 
TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. = + UAE 


Wi///, 
Wit 


dream of my life to play Tony to your Tina, Oh. let me play Pony i" iather 


A. SLOVER had just placed a noble sunflower on his left chest. and was drawing on 
f unfair to the gentleman now playing the part.” sugyestel Miss Puimer, “Then I 


| 
his gloves, for he was about starting to interview someone, when Mrs, Sloper, who | 
had been sweeping ont the passaye, wanted to knew why the extr ernment. “EL ) will be his understudy—Oh, let me be his understudy ¥— see, I kneel !———(3) M. 7, 
gia voing, Mrs.s.." stid the Eminent, * on this oceusion, to intervi My Sweetheart! | sweet Mo! 1 would be your slave; and, as for the “HALP-HOLIDAY,—blow the 
Tivteed, P should be there by this. Farewell f° © This to my face!" cried the indignant | WHALe-HoLipay'! Let it take care of itself, while [joyously follow you for ever, 
Mrs. Sloper. and: thar s broom after his retreating form. (1). The direetion was een like your faithful dog!" “Lama great traveller, Mr. SLOvEn, amd fear you 
had to call in and block his hat with splints at . i 
-sentable, The poor woman did not unde i ished.— (4 
framed in brilliants, of the 
H it!” said he, “asa slight mer 
it next my heart for aye.” “ Not so," said Mr. Jno. Re} 
and taking the portrait gently but firmly from his yrs} ( 
any standing corn remains, a face, marked by blithery tor its own, may oft’ be seen 
pecrine between the sheaves, vainly attempting to uiash the female passer-by, 


THE ELDER 1S MISUNDERSTOOD. 
2 a ? fre = 
} a) LD o a] ie =f 
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: te erybody’s sweetieart— Miss Minnie Patric 
No, 201.—MIs3 Kitty BENTLEY. cy Pay shoot’ 1 ! AJ SLOVER raised his eves and met those of M.D. 
“Oh, Kitty! take pity upon me.” —The Dook Snook, peeping out # in brightness her Cleveland diamond, between the sheaves 
* My love shall shield ber from the world's cold sturm.” ofcorm that had escaped, thanks to the property man, the late inclement weather. 
—Lord Bob, Tn a moment all thoughts of the interview vanisied. ° Miss Pahner!"' ericd he, 
“Tve naught to offer but a faithful heart.” —The Hon, Billy. “the opportunity has new arrived, and IT hasten toembrace it, It has been the 


Q). Tt wis the dav of the Sawhath Sehool Rairns’ pienie. eT “he only taking a little exereise on an enipty wame, for his liver, whieh wes OD Naed they diate) down tle Dacwe. tecace die Che pienso oe 
“Taind. Laird, come awa au’ help the meeuister. MeNalis onthe anther <l <h. tek, vo back, ye shameless varvbin!" reared the minister, “are ye loot tu Iudies bhooed the Laird and the mini der very much for inter- 
joule aéain” all sense o decency ¢ Lut the Elder had too much way on Lim— fori with the Elder. 
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Darl: 


“Par Scere «of - 


Labour 


Mischief + BDrewira » 


Pyene teasceee: i 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Vullo, hulle, hulle! Walk up, walk up, walk up and see the greatest show in the fair, patronized | Zo bencfit the suff’ ring tribe :—A “beanfeast™ really seems to be A sort of drunken rowdy spree s— 
Dyall the crowned heads in Europe and all the baldheads of America! Noextra charge; no waiting; | Zhe erops are very bad ‘twould seem, Although they might much worse hare been :—Mannwucring |) 
ehidrea, half price: no babies admitted, except accompanied by pretty nurse girls, Your money | under General Wood Well do our mena world of good :—The scent of war ix in the wad, Theres 4 
returned, witha pound of tea, if youre not satistied, Walk up! we're just about to commence :— | mischief brewing, so 1 find :—A grateful publie gladly pay, Because the organ will net play.— | 
Lhis deputation, so they say, Protested ina novel way :—Two million pounds the Jews subscribe, | There youare, ladies and gentlemen, that’s all [ have this week.—— THE SLOPERLAN SHOW MAN, 

: 


OUR CLIMATE, FROM A FOREIGNER’S POINT OF VIEW. 
(Translated from the French.) 


AIT 
i 
AN IRISH RETRIEVER. Hi 
&nire, Well, Pat, what do you think of him ? hi 4 
Pat. Ol! he’s no good, entoirely, sor! Whenever he brings a Hit i 
Dir-r-d, he runs away wid him, sor-r. \ 
(For sale, a well trained retriever. q 
— f= ee ee } 
N % 
CUTTING. | 
Barber. Hair ent, sir, as well % you seem ter want it. } 
Testy Sulyect. Nang it! wot's shavin' but cuttin’ ‘air? ‘splain yourself. vi 
4 
' 


- First Friend, Wallo, Fugene! What's’ the meaning of all this parapternalia—rugs, overcoats, 
THE SLEEPING BEAUTY. Mackinteshes, umbrellas, ete. ? Going on a voyage to the North Pole % "ARRY AND ’ARRIET ON THE HOLCORN RINK, 
“Those dreadful bovs again.” Second Friend, No, dear boy; just off tu spend a holiday in Englaud. “*Blimmy !' ain't it like slidin’ on greased soap-suds 7" ; 

| 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


pee. 


PHURUNOLOGY must really be a wonderful science. According to | 


Mr. Pain Thornton, whose bouk,* Heads, and what They Tell Us,” 
has met with no little success, 
a clever phrenologist does not 
need tu feel the bumps of his 
subject, but can tell ata glance 
whether the person before him 
be good or bad tempered, a 
murderer, a thief, or merely 
travelling ina first class carriage 
with a third class ticket; all, ot 
course, provided the subject he 
sufficiently bald-headed for the 
Purpose, 
wishes to discover it his sweet- 
heart snores, or if she is likely 
to develop into a Tartar ‘after 
the tying of the nuptial knot, 
gan only do so by “feeling her 
bumps,” as baldness among the 
younger members of the fair sex 
is, happily, uncommon, The 
Eminent intends shortly to 
publish a book written by him- 
‘ self, entitled, * Noses, and what 
aN They Tell Us.” A. SLOPER'S 
\ S nose tells usa good deal, and a 

* very considerable amount is 

certainly not to his credit. 

* 


lUnsnit ine o 

2Srecrar Storces 

S De trisn 

4 Kurs 

JS BPANDy 

6 Stour 

7 Gass 

S Tac bo 

D sme nny |" oft! 
Gres | as 

n T 


* 

IN next week's “ HALF-HOLI- 
| DAY” we shall announce the 
\ result of “Sloper’s £1,000 
Competition,” viving the name and address of the Winner and 
the Prize Verse, “Great kidneys and mushrooms, feyther! won't 
there be fireworks in someone's back garden next Thursday even- 
ing!" observed the Blue Eyed Alexanudry when he was told the 
hews, ee 

* 


40. SHéRbET 


ON Friday evening, September 11th, the Senior Wrangler, calling 
unto him those members of the Clan who were in Town, bade them 
wash their faces and accompany him to the Royal Albert Music 
Hall, whither he had been invited by his old friend, Mr. Charles 
Relf. Naryaone disobeyed the summons, soa nice old crew weighed 
in to the private box reserved for the party. The menu at the 
Albert isa strong one throughout, and the charming style in which 
the new building has been decorated should make it more popular 
than ever, *° 


WHATEVER the average newspaper editor would do without the 
women folk itis difficult to surmise, Whenever the slack season 
comes round, and the question 
of how to till up is mooted, 
her utility is manifest. Simply 
startadiscussion ou some subject 
wherein loveliness is the centre 
Fyure, and yards of “copy” is 
assured, The amusing part of it, 
though, is the variety of advice 
and information voluntarily be- 
stowed upon the fairsex, Whilst 
imone paper they are told that to 
join in any outdoor sport is both 
undivnitied and unwomanly,and 
the kitchen or drawing room is 
far more suitable for their tastes 
and capabilities, another paper 
gravely warns men against tak- 
ing unto themselves, for wives, 
women who show an unwilling- 
hess to participate in pastimes 
which are appertaining to the 
open air, Verily, if a woman 
wants to please everyone she 
Intst have the wisdom of a 
dozen Solomons. 

ee 

It’s a bit early in the year, 
ed gi to talk of such ‘things, 
mut we are wellon the job with 
“ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS 
Houipays.” We can't keep 
secrets at “The Sloperies "—we 
never could, And, although it may be against our interests to 
publish the fact, we are in a position to say that, apart from other 
luxuries, no less than 100 original pictures will be found in the 
kiminent’s Christmas Number. 


ey 
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WHAT is Theosophy ? is a question which at present seems to 
he exercising the mind of the British Public, A, SLOPER and 
MeGooseley at first thought it was the name of a new drink, until 
convinced otherwise by hard facts in the shape of the potman’s 
boots at the “Sloper Arms,” where they would insist upon asking 
for twopennyworth of Theosophy, neat. Well, whatever it is, it's a 
mystery, und, as Alexandry says, as he instanced the case of the 
penny saveloy, “ Mysteries aint no good.” 

id 


= 
We have heard a good deal about “Life in Our Villages” from 
the Special Correspondent of the Jailg News, but he hasn't told 
us anything about “The Village on the Slow and Dirty Line ” yet. 
*s 


AGAIN has Tenry Pettitt given us a taste of what he is really 
capable of. al Sadlor’s Anot can be classed as among the best, if 
not the best, of 
the productions 
of his _ fertile 
brain. The in- 
terest is never 
allowed to flag 
throughout the 
play, and we are 
treated to a 
piece in which 
thrilling situa- 
tions are almost 
as numerous as 
pebbles on the 
seashore. Most 
of the tableaux 
are of that sen- 
sational de- 
scription so well 
suited to the 
tastes of Drury 
Lane _ patrons, 
and the result 
is nightly en- 
thusiastic —ap- 
plause through- 
out the enact- 
ment of the 
drama, The 
mounting of the piece, it is almost unnecessary to say, is superb ; 
and, speaking generally, the acting is good all round. Charles 
Warner, if anything, overdoes his part: and we think Glenny’s 
quiet, almost gentle, style far more eftective than the boisterousness 
affected by Warner, 
Harry Nicholls and Fanny Brough, well, they are simply delicious 
and must be scen to be appreciated. 


The young man whe | 


Miss Millward is decidedly good ; and as for | heery 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE energetic management of the Alhambra Theatre of Varieties 
is still intently pursuing that liberal policy which undoubtedly 
earned for the shareholders in this 
popular place of entertainment the 
big dividend which was declared 
at the last half yearly meeting. 
The performers are selected with 
the utmost care, none but first 
class artistes being engaged, whilst 
ho expense is spared to obtain the 
services of popular favourites. 
The present programme is one of 
exceptional merit, and large 
audiences nightly fill the vast 
house and gaze in rapt admira- 
tion upon the beautiful ballet, 
Oriclla, and vociferously applaud 
the capital company of variety 
artistes engaged. - 

. 
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THE Friend of Man has very 
properly conferred the “Sloper 
Award of Merit” upon Mr, LEo 
STERN, because he's the champion 
violincello-ist, “It's a singular 
think, ain't it, feyther, how com- 
pletely Leo's hit the bull's-eye?” ) 
ruminated the Cerulean Orbed 
Cherub; “I suppose, though, he’s 
yot as much real music in one of 

is little fingers as you've got 
in your whole bally structure.” 

Scarcely had the words passed . 
his cherry lips, when Wagnerian i 
strains pierced the autumn air, The Jad had, alas ! forgotten that 
his father could wield the baton, 
* 
+ 

CAN you imagine anything more ghastly than the offer recent] 
made by an undertaker to a professional nurse, offering her a half- 
share of the protits if she would recommend his services in case of 
the death of her patient. Imagine the horror of being tended by 
a stranger pecuniarily interested in one's death. Imagine, also, the 
field of crime which would be opened up if such offers were 
frequent. Ugh! It is a ghoulish idea, and reminds us of the prac- 
tices of the plague nurse, Judith, in Ainsworth’s “ Old St. Paul's.” 


7 
HAVE youa horse? And, if so, would you like it to win money 
for you? Yes, of course you do! “ Howcan it be managed?” you 
willask, Well, we will answer that question by detailing the follow- 
ing fact. Ata trotting meeting held at Alexandra Park last week, 
out of the three races on the card, two were wou by a horse named 
Miss SLOPER's FRIEND, See the moral ! 


* 

A VISIT to the German Exhibition the other day showed plainly 
that the recent improvement in the weather had considerably 
altered the state of 
affairs there, and 
doubtless the financial 
out-look is at present 
far brighter than at 
one time seemed pro- 
hable. The gardens 
that at one time 
looked miserably bare, 
by reason of their 
emptiness, are now 
crowded nightly with 
visitors, and the only 
difficulty one has to 
surmount is to finda 
vacant place large 
enough on which to 
plant your feet, with- 
out fear of having 
your favourite corn 
crushed by a thought- 
less public. Visitors 
tothe exhibition must 
not fail to pay a visit 
to the Munich 
Theatre, where they 
cannot fail to appre- 
ciate the efforts of 
Miss Ada Alexander, 
who, in a sketch, en- 
titled The Freemason, 
treats her audience to 
a really clever impersonation of a Dutch girl. 


The Exhibition 
closes early in October. 


** 
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ON Sunday, September 13th, A. SLOPER, having brushed his hat 
and had his boots blackleaded, journeyed forth with Alexandry to 
take part ina Church Parade at Fulham, in aid of the funds of the 
West London Hospital. It was extremely gratifying to both father 
and son to receive the ovation they did along the whole route of 
the procession. As Alec, indeed, truly observed after putting his 
sire in a perpendicular position forthe fifth time of asking on the 
return journey, “ There's no doubt, feyther, you are one of Nature's 
Gentlemen.” “* 

s 


AN ingenious Frenchman has invented and patented a sort of 
wig to be worn by ladies over the natural hair, when indulging in 
the luxury of a dip in the briny, A. SLOPER says that the inventor 
has commenced at the wrong end. From careful observation 
during his three months of the prevailing style of bathing he is of 
the opinion that the girls who bathe want something to prevent 
them getting their feet, not their hair wet. 

sf 
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THE Women's Jerald, in protesting against the English 
chaperon as a useless and expensive article, asserts that girls are 
deprived of their fair share of amuse- 
ment, owing, perhaps, to the fact 
that, in many cases, their male ad- 
mirer can ill afford purchasing aticket 
forathird party, so he is, therefore, 
prevented from taking her to the 
theatre as often as he would like to. 
To our contemporary’s sentiments we 
cry, “ Hear, hear!” 

be 

A VERY great deal of fuss has 
recently been made about the use- 
lessness of second class carriages, 
and, according to the majority of — — 
the writers, itis now but a ques-( ~ 
tion of time before they are abo- 
lished altogether. In our opinion, 
however, the popularity of the second 
class cannot whaly be judged by 
statistics, The ‘orny "anded son of 
toil may be a man and a brother, 
but he is often a little too fond of 
beer, and when sufficiently primed 
with this elevating beverage, his 
language does not always savour of 
the lily, and to compel everyone 
to go to the expense of first class 
tickets, or herd in third with the 
navvy, is somewhat hard. 
Those companies who do away with 


| second class carriages should lower the price of tickets for the first. | home to my mother!” 


(Saturday, September 26, 1891. 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR TUE WEEK ENDING OCTOBER 3kD, 1891. 
——— 

27th September, 1884.—A newspaper of this date states 
that nearly ten tons of mushrooms were dispatched from the rail- 
way station at Whitchurch (Salop) to several large towns during 
the week. 

28th September, 1811.—On this day fhe great fight took 

lace for the Champivuship of England, between Tom Crib and 
Molyneux. Previous to the fight, Crib was taken into the High. 
lands to be trained by Captain Barclay,the famous pedestrian, who 
walked 1,000 miles in 1,000 successive hours. He was in bad con- 
dition when he began his training, and did not relish climbing of 
the Scotch hills, and flatly refused to do anything more in that 
line. The wily captain, however, was equal to the occasion, Filling 
his pocket with small stones, he started up a hill one day and 
invited the pugilist to follow him, and on that hero declining, he 
tuok steady aim with oue of the missiles and hit him on the shin 
with it. With a roar of pain and the most fearful vows of venye- 
ance, the enraged Crib started after his tormentor in order to intlict 
condign chastisement, and ill had it fared with the gallant captain 
if the coalheaver could have come up with him. But the trainer's 
pedestrian Rovers stood him in good stead, and, breathless and 
exhausted, Crib was obliged at last to halt without having reached 
his suarry. Then, as he was resting after his exercise, another blow 
on the shin roused him again, and he started off once more, swear. 
ing dreadful oaths, only to be a second time eluded by the swift 
footed captain, When the trainer considered that his man had 
done enough for the day, he ceased firing and suggested a truce, 
and Crib, being of a very forgiving disposition, they soon came to 
terms and returned amicably home together. By acting in this 
ele manner, the captain finally brought Crib iuto splendid 
condition, 


29th September, 1758. — Horatio Nelson was born this 
day. “You have lust your right arm,” said George III. to Lord 
Nelson, at his first interview after that accident. “But not my 
right hand,” replied his lordship, “as I have the honour of present- 
ing Captain Bury to your Majesty.” 

30th September, 1840.—The foundation stone of the Nelson 
Monument, in ‘Trafalgar Square, was laid this day, the block, with 
which the ceremony was performed, being a piece of Dartmoor 
granite, weighing fourteen tons. Nelson was killed thirty-five 
years before the above date, and the column was finally completed 
in 1868, having long furnished a standing joke for comic writers. 


1st October, 1887.—This afternoon an extraordinary and 
novel match for a wager of £5 was competed for by two coal 
porters. The conditions were—each to carry a sack of coals weigh- 
ing 235 lbs., including the sack, from Lambeth Bridge to the 
“Fleece Tavern,” a distance of one mile and 400 yards. Long 
before the time stated for the start, several thousands of persous 
had assembled on the Albert Embankment, near Lambeth Pier, 
and the two competitors, John Davis, aged twenty-seven, of Wands- 
worth, and John Prior, aged twenty-eight, living at Lambeth, were 
closely scanned by their supporters, 6 to 4 being offered on the 
Wandsworth man. At half-past four the signal was given, anda 
capital start was made. The route was from Lambeth Bridge, Palace 
Road, York Road, Waterloo Road to Duke Street, where Davis was 
declared the winner. 
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2nd October, 1732.—Under this date, Wade speaks of the 
tch, “fasting with uncommon zeal,” being in fear of an army of 
worms that ate upthe timber work and piles supporting their dykes 
against the sea, and threatening to lay their country under water, 
mee at length, a hard frost effectually destroyed these dangerous 
reptiles, 


8rd October, 1836.—“ My birthday,” writes Thomas Raikes, 
under this date, “formerly a day of congratulation with my family 
and friends, but now only senienibered’ in private by myself asa 
point of the year which marks a continuation of misfortune and an 
advance to the grave.” 


NO WONDER. 
WITHIN his chair a critic sits, 
His fingers through his hair— 
His soul consumed with rage, his face 
Distorted with despair. 


But why you ask, and why these oaths, 
Blasphemous, wicked, lawless? 

That nightia ping had been produced 
Dramatically flawless, 


The plot was new, construction good, 
And faultless, too, the acting ; 

The mounting and the dialogue 
Had pleased the most exacting. 


That’is the reason of his rage, 
How could you ever doubt it? 

The play's so perfect that he can 
Say nothing bad about it. 


AN OLD GARDEN. 

BLooMSBURY is not much of a place for back gardens—never 
was. You see, the late Duke of Bedford preferred seeing stucco- 
fronted residences at £50Ua year to creeping-jennies and blossoming 
musk at a halfpenny a plant on his land. Thus mortals who reside 
in Bloomsbury, whu have too much class prejudice about them to 
rub shoulders with the boarding house landiadies in the common 
“square,” are wont to do what gardening they may want in the 
humble flower-pot, upon the lofty bedroom window-sill. When, 
therefore, a bright young poct, who has only recently gone to live 
in the Western Central district, and who may have had wild and 
Utopian ideas of his own for prosecuting tloriculture, walked inte 
an India-rubber warehouse in the neighbourhood of Great Russell 
Street and asked to see some garden hose the assistant was jusul- 
fiably astonished. 

“Ow long d’ye want it, sir—’bout three feet—to reach from the 
wash stand to yer winder-sill ?”” : 

But the poet was haughty. “ How much per hundred foot run is 
it?” he asked, loftily. 

“Underd foot run?” ejaculated the shop-boy in amazement. 
“Blow me tight! ‘ace you been an’ bought the Regency Park? 


—_——__-+—__-— 


DORIS. 

“ AND who, pray, is‘ Doris!’ was the question that startled Mr. 
Jethro Shuftlequeer (who is addicted to that ill-conceived habit of 
talking in his sleep), as he woke the other morning and found his 
devoted better half sitting up in bed with an interrogation point 
in one eye and a note of exclamation in the other. 

* Doris, Doris—Doris who?” : 

“That's precisely what J want to know: you've been repeating the 
name over and over again during the night.” J 

“ Oh—ah—yes, ves, of course. It's Charlie Occahaconfoot 3 new 
collie dog. Oh, she’s a perfect beauty—I'd give anything for her. 

“In-dced !” 

“ Rather, she’s just the sort of dog——” E 

“You ought to own? Certainly—you appear excessively fond of 
her. You asked, you will be pleased to hear, this ‘collie dog’ to 
‘put her arms round your neck and kiss you’; then you told Mr. 
Occabaconfoot’s dog that you ‘loved her with all your heart,’ sud 
that when you came to die, if you could only ‘lay your head’ on 
Occabaconfoot’s dog’s bosom you could ‘breathe your life out 
sweetly there. Then you asked Occabaconfoot’s dog to ‘have 
another ice cream,’ and if the watch you had given her kept good 
time. Under these circumstances, Jethro John, I think, perhap-. 
you had better zo to Occabaconfoot's collie dog, as | am going 
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Saturday, September 26, 1891.) 
A BAFFLED BOGEY'! 


O, 'T1s Tam a phantom 
that's foolish— 
A Bogey that’s baftled 
and “ bust "— 
For, with grin that was 
ghoulish, 
And manner quite 
mulish 
rt a ava I had at Stage Critics 
<2 { a thrust. 
‘ i (-—— But, begorra ! my bomb- 
shell so clever 
Caused no dread atall, 
atall! 
With no squirm do they 
ever 
Regard my endeavour 
To crush up those 
critics quite small, 
And appal— 
Such worms by my 
wormwood and 
gall! 


They guffawed at my 
keen culchawed 
glamour ; 

They sniffed at my love of the “blue” ; 
They guyed my strange grammar, 
And called me a shammer, ms 
And said to my ravings “ pooh-pooh ! 
They scorned my intense adoration, 
For fads like the Ibsenite fad, 
And their foul avocation 
They plied sans cessation ' 
And wouldn't give me the big “nd,” 
Bedad ! 
To gain which I'd gone e’eu more mad ! 
a 


“WET PAINT.” 
(A ROMANCE OF SHANKLIN.) 

‘Twas night—night in the little town of Shanklin, Heavy rain 
clouds scudded rapidly across the face of a watery moon, which 
ever and anon shed a pale, cold gleam upon two figures who occu- 
pied one of the seats on the pier, which, save for the solitary 
couple, was now entirely deserted. There they sat, all heedless of the 
rising wind and the rapidly gathering storm—sat there in all the 
blissful happiness of newly awakened love. Suddenly, as a distant 
clock chimed the three-quarters past nine, the slighter of the two 
fizures—a fair young girl of some eighteen summers—sprang, 
startled, to her feet. Her companion essayed to follow, but failed. 
He tried again, there was a slight resistance, a peculiar gizz-gizzy 
sound, and, with a smo- 
thered curse, the man 
sank back upon the seat. 

“George, why don't you 
get up? What's the mat- 
ter?” asked the maiden, 
in an awed whisper. 

“l1—I hardly know, 
dear; but I believe I'm 
stuck fast, and—er—I 
faney I've torn my—" 

“George!” 

“T have a plan, listen, 

Hasten back to the hotel, 

and ask the Karl, your 

father, to come to me and 

Dring a pair of—er—scis- 

sors and an ulster, Fly, 

darling, upon the wings of 
* 
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love.” * 

“And why so late?” 
thundered the haughty 
Karl; “how dare you stay 
outtill this hour? Harkee, 
girl, you have been with 
that young whipper-snap- 
per you sat next to at the table @héte.” 

* Father,” said the fair damsel, drawing herself up haughtily, 
“George Augustus Archibald de Tottenhamcourt is no whipper- 
snapper! But of this more anon, At present he needs your assis- 
tance.” 

“L knew it!” thundered the portly nobleman; “but not a 
blooming tanner——” 

“Father, you do not understand. He met me and we sat talking 
on the pier, and—er—it was a newly painted seat, and he has torn 
his—or, rather, I should say, he wants you to go down to him with 
some scissors and an ulster!” 

With difficulty the Earl mastered his emotion, and asked, “ Were 
you sitting very ciose together?” 

“Oh, no, father! On the same seat—but quite a proper distance.” 

“Girl, turn round!" 

“Why, father, there's nothing wrong with my dress, is there?” 

“Nothing.” responded the Earl, with fearful calmness; “but, 
damme! there ought to be; for, had you sat upon the seat, your 
skirt would have shown the marks, Silence. girl! Do not attempt 
to deny it! YOU SAT ON THE SCOUNDREL'S KNEE! Go to your 
room.” * * * * * 

Meanwhile, a solitary figure sat upon the pier waiting for the 
succour that never came. The storm burst, but for two long 
hours he sat on through the drenching rain. Then he tore him- 
self free, only to find the pier gates locked ; and it was but a lifeless 
corse that the pier-master discovered when he opened them in the 


morning. 
——E 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
No, 13.—Datsy DIMPLETON, 
SAID Mustimouldie Mound, Esquire, 
“Sweet minstrel, don't be lazy ; 
Manipulate the blooming lyre, 
And sing the charms of Daisy.” 


But, oh! it made that bard unwell 
To sce, with deep amnze, he 

Must needs, in six short verses, tell 
The myriad charms of Daisy. 


And to the Wreek with wofual whines 
He whined, “ You're surely crazy 

To think that four-and-twenty lines 
Can justice do to Daisy.” 


“Then, fora time,” said Shiney pate, 
“Sweet minstrel, be thou lazy, 
And I will e’en investigate 
The lauded charms of Daisy.” 


So to the “ Friy.” the Wreck did skip, 
And, by his winning ways, he 
Contrived to take a Sunday's trip 
To Dovercourt with Daisy. 


And then he cried,with heart grown warm, 
“Sweet minstrel, don't be lazy ; 

I'll publish IN THREE VOLUME FORM 
Your eulogies of Daisy.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—_—— 


EDINBURGH, September 4th, 1891. 

My DEAR SLoPER,—When, on returning from my summer 
holiday, I opened your packet and found that it contained the 
much coveted certificate of “ F.0.8.,” L could not for a time realize 
the great honour you had conferred upen me. When, however, | 
recognized its greatness, I felt life was really worth living. ‘That 
night | dreamt 1 dwelt with thee. Together we went forth to carry 
out the good work of putting down drink. Many were the times 
and oft we sampled the wassail bow] and worked for the good 
cause. When we parted, and I saw the last of thy fair form, you 
were gently waving the loose sole of your tiny boot from the window 
of the “ four-wheeler,” while a sweet voice from within intoned, 
“Come where the booze is cheaper.” Ah, me! where is now the 
merry party? ‘T'was but a dream, and the dream-face has vanished 
“like a snowflake in the river.” Have you yet made up your mind 
to become a citizen soldier and enter the competitions at Bisley ! 
I am sure it would add greatly to the popularity of the meeting. 
The difficulties you mentioned might, with perseverance, be over- 
come. I searched all the rules, and could tind nothing against 
strapping back your nose. So, what at first looked like an unsur- 
mountable hinderance to your taking correct aim, might rather 
prove of great service, if you could so manipulate it as to draw the 
nose over the left eye and avoid the necessity of closing it—another 
difticulty with you. And now, my dear old ALLY, thou fossilized 
old scarecrow, thou reckless old cock, thou mildewed remnant, any 
time you are north look me up,and I will undertake to shoot more 
whisky straight down your throat than ordinary individuals can 
carry. Come to the Land o' Cakes and be Seotched. “Will you 
no come back again? "—* Cia mar tha sibh an dingh ?" 

Ever yours, DAVID DEAR, F.O.S. 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 80.—HE TRIES TO GET FIVE YEARS’ UNDER 
24 & 25 VicT., CAP. 96, 

THE Mellow Mound kept brawling, 

The Muddled Mound kept sprawling, 

The Maudlin Mound kept squalling, 
Despite his comrades’ scorning ; 

And they vainly smacked and snubbed him, 

Ina tub they vainly tubbed him, 

So out of the Club they drubbed him 
At three o'clock in the morning ! 


The Wastepipe bore most bravely 
{rtoueh it felt insuited gravely), 
ore smilingly and suavely 

Each fellow-member's knock. It 
Was pondering—howly Mowses !— 
How it, for fresh carouses, 
Ere oped the public-houses, 

Might fill its empty pocket ! 


The Great Non Plus, of course, is 

A man of vast resources, 

So he swore that he would force his 
Admission to some big pot’s 

Apartments fair and fine, oh ! 

And sneak such heaps of rhino 

That he, with bliss benign, oh ! 
Of beer for years might swig pots! 


While staggering on sedately, 

He spied a mansion stately, 

Whose aspect pleased him greatly. 
“Some peer's abode !" affirmed he; 

And, since he'd been a acholar 

Of Sikes, you'll stake a dollar 

That, ere you thrice could holler, 
Into that mansion wormed he ! 


Four hours, on tip-toe stealing, 
He searched from base to ceiling 
That house. But guess what feeling 
Of rage was in him stirring 
When he found—poor wretch rapacious !— 
In all its halls so spacious 
No treasure, save—good gracious !— 
One plate, plus one red herring ! 


But, while he cursed irately 
The Crevsus who so greatly 
Belied that palace stately, 
He heard Dame Sloper yelling ; 
And extremely agonizing 
Was the thought phlebotomizing 
That he'd been, then, burglanzing 
His own confounded dwelling ! 
gaa 


A FACT. 


“No, sir,” exclaimed the Eminent, “I do not believe in natural 
unselfishness ; in fact, I don't believe there is such athing. Only 
last week | was at a friend's house ; we had been playing ‘Nap’ all 
the evening, until there was only one ps left in the box, and for 
half an hour we had been looking at this like cats at a cream jug. 
but none of us were selfish enough to take the last cigar. Just then 
the lamp went out, either through want of oil, or 1 wouldn't swear 
it wasn't put out for the purpose, and the next minuteall our hands 
met over the cigar-box in search of that last cigar.” 


_—___ 


INCONSISTENT. 


THERE came to our village an infidel preacher, 
Who earnestly strove to o’erthrow 

Our cherished belief that the soul of the creature 
To after-death judgment must go. 

He derided the Christian's creed as an error, 
The Godhead’s existence denied ; 

And our villagers heard him, émprimis, with terror, 
Then made him their Mentor and guide, 

And a host of poor hopeless ones settled for ever 
The maddening sk rnlems of life 

sy the poisonous drug, the revolver, the river, 

The razor, the rope or the knife! 


“Since we march not" they said, “toa brighter Icreafter, 
Why lengthen the pleasurelesa Here?” 

And they rushed, with insane atheistical laughter, 
Or cynical, sceptical sneer, 

To Eternity's secrets. And still the bold preacher 
Each night promulgated his creed 

That the creature's on earth the most sapient creature 
Who hastes from earth’s woes to be freed. 

Yet the wise of our village inquired why he never 
(Though preaching that worthless was life) 

Took advantage HIMSELF of the death-draught, the river, 
The razor, the rope or the knife. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


BONA-FIDE TREVES-LERS—Those who go to worship tne Holy 
Coat. 

THE WATCHES OF THE (K)NIGHT—Those made by Sir John 
Bennett. 

WHITECHAPEL damsels take their ease at holiday times—we 
mean their flying trap-ease. 

Q. Distinguish between the science of the earth's structure and 
a half starved horse. <A. Gce-hollow-gee—hollow pee-gee, 

IF all Irishmen are guilty of “ bulls,” is it impossible foran Irish- 
man to be a no-bull-man? 

THE SunDAyY “ LEAGUE "—The distance you tramp ona Sabbath 
morning to get a league-al “ slake-wallow.” 


SLOPER'S SELECT LIBRARY. 


THE CORSAIRS’ BRIDE; 
OR, THE CRUISE OF THE “JEMIMA JANE," 
(A TALE OF THE RAGING MAIN.) 
a 
CHAPTER VI. 
CAPTAIN SPITFIRE did his duty in his usual calm and busines: 
like way, unconscivus of the slumbering volcano of intrizue and 


There were some mutterings, 


revolt which threatened him. He had been so long an autocrat, 
that he could not conceive that anyone would dare to dispute his 
sway. He had tested the loyalty of his crew hundreds of times, 
and they had never failed him in the past, and he thought he 
might still rely on them for the future. He dwelt ina fool's para- 
dise. In the forecastle at night there were mutterings—mutterings 
of which Roderick Smith knew and augmented. A spirit of dis- 
satisfaction was abroad, and Roderick Smith was careful to ferment 
it. The dissatisfaction was due to the captain, who was not the 
man he was. The crew had seen him quail when Mrs. Spittire 
turned her wrath upon him, They recognized that he was hen- 
necked, and their contempt was aroused ; still they did their duty, 
Bt it only required a spark to kindle the tlame which was ready 
to burst forth. « * » 

No words of love had yet 


* 7 
mssed between Mrs. Spitfire and 
Roderick Smith, yet they both 


new they loved and were beloved, 

Their tongues had been silent, 
yet their eyes were eloquent. But 
the time was near when this 
reticence was to be broken 
through, Roderick had just com- 
pleted a magnificent — princess 
robe. Mrs. Spitfire had retired 
to put it on, As she re-entered 
the cabin, Roderick’s emotion was 
too much for him. Mrs. Sr 
also, was evidently agitated, 

“Isn't it lovely?” she mur- 
mured, 

“It is unworthy of its wearer,’ 
sighed Roderick, as he pressed 
his lips to her fingers. 

“How dare you?” said the 
Indy, as her face flushed. “ And 
yet, why should I dissemble?” 
she continued. 

“Oh, madam, forgive me!” 
murmured Roderick. “I love 
you! norcan I help it. Say that 
1 ma hope!” 

“Hush ! we may be overheard,” 
said the lady. 

“Meet me to-night, at mid- 
night, abaft the binnacle, 

“[ will.” 


The night was dark, vet not so 
dark that two cloaked and heavily 
shrouded figures might not have 
been seen standing on the deck 
of the pirate ship. They spoke 
low, and their murmurs were 
almost drowned by the swish-ker-plunk of the waves as they 
rushed past the vessel's side, ; 

“My darling!” murmured Roderick, as he tried to pass his arm 
round his companion’s waist. 

“ Avast, there!” said Mrs. Spitfire. “TI love you, I confess, but 
you must remember that I am still a wedded wife.” 

“ Alas! that it should be so, Will you fly with me?” 

“Never!” 

“Then, you love me not!" 

“T love you, but I cannot forget my duty to Society. There must 
be naught between us till Captain Spitfire is no more!” 

“He must die!” said Roderick. 

“ He must.” 

“But how?” muttered Roderick. “It might have been easy 
when | was cook, but now that opportunity is lost.” 

“Something must be thought of ; besides, | don't like sneaking 
ways. Twould like a hervic means of getting rid of him,” 


“Tla 


“Isn't it lovely ?” 


“Ilave you 
thought of some- 
thing?" she asked, 
anxiously. 

“[ know you 
have influence 
with him. Insist 
that he shaves. 
He cannot do it. | 
can and will, [ 
was a barber at 
one time.” 

“But shaving 
him will not make 
mea widow.” 

“Leave all to 
me, You will pro- 
mise to love mo 
always?’ 

“For ever!” 

“And never re- 
gret old Spitfire?" 

“Spittire! Bah! 
Listen, | have a 
secret — it is the 
secret of my hate 
for him. My last 
husband ate 
onions; this one 
does worse, Come 
with me.” Cau- 
Hously they ap- 
proached the ven- ite 
tilator of the captain's cabin, “ Put your ear there,” said the lady. 

Roderick put his ear to the wide mouthed pipe, A tumultuons 
hollow sound as if a sawmiil was concealed on the premises struck 
his ear. “ He snores !" said Roderick. 

“Te does!” said the lady. 

“Tle must die!" remarked her companion, 

(To be continucd newt week.) 


“My darling!" murmured Roderick. 
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THE “F.O.S."”. PORTRAIT GALLERY. hnonveY COMPLIMEITARY. 


| GLASS WITH CARE. 
Young Lady (confidentially), But tell me, Gussy, are 
you really short-sizhited ¢ 
Gussy, Short-sizhted be blowel! Only when Tve cot 
the glues in my eve, 


Vol. V) 


No, 222.—Mnr. CHARLES CoLLETTE, F.O.S. 
‘ ers in their requests, reasonable 


fore them the fe sof that o 

rarles Collette, t her witha First Urehin, Say, Bill, where ‘ave we seen the cove's fiziogomy before ? “Took here, Charles, your biooming tip ain't worth 

Lwith his life. Born in the year 1842, for Seeond Urchin, What! don't yer know? Why, it’s the cove who blacks ‘is face and plays the banjo on having. T was done brown over Pink “Un. atid iio 
he grace his father’s abode with his noble the sands in the morning, th ay Blue Green's off colonr,  TBlest if it dunt yriv 


Batat theend of that period a discussion arose be- [Rather hard on De Mashem, who prides himself on his aristocratic appearance. | one enough hump for # bloomins eamel.” 


te father and son concerning the training of children, - — — 
Sarlvocated, with all the eloquence he could command, 

*the sparing of the rol’; but the parental mind pooh-poohed BORING FOR WATER AT BALLYTHIRSTY. 
all one horo’s arguments, and calmly proceeded to give practical 
illastration of his i views on the subject on the body of his 
un fortitnate ve result of this was that our hero left home, 
“re wandering about for several years in search of permanent 
ment, Which he failed to obtain, our hero finally decided 
the Army as a profession ; se,in the year 1861, he 
3rd Dragoon Guards, and with them shortly afver- 


—$<— —_{$$ 


in which country he plaved sal havoe 


ibs lel to India, 
amomes tl tsof sundry Indian princesses, ‘The beh: 
of the moured princesses could net fail to attra 


authorities, both civil and military; and, the 

Jivdian pris wine sigus of jealousy, which might event- 

ually end in matiny, our hero was shipped off to England, Our 

roodiscnsted with this treatment, decided to sell out of the 

1 var 1861 managed to eajole a juzzins te pur- 

y same year, Charles, being 

profe: 1, aml so sie. 
i re many | 


witention 


me in his new 
red he was promot 
ws a popular oa 
‘Sloper Award 
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Merit’ presente tu hin 
oh 


Mermaed. Don't you love me, Sir Masher ? Masher. Ya-as. 
Mormad, Then come tomy home beneath the sea and take 
tevwithaime. Din living with mother now, 


(1). Pat Sullivan, “Shure, Micky, tis a great invintion entoirely, and yon should be hy penetrating the chair npon which she was seatel-— (3), “ The divil blister von! 
afther takin’ out a patent for it; but, begor! the water seems to lov dape hereabonts.” Who sint you here at all at all?” said she, You're the ugliest Jockin’ shanike OF 
Mick Mulligan, "Paix! vere roight! Bedad! we must have reached the eintre av iver set oies on."——(4), Hat,“ Wisht, Micky, did ye hear that terrible yelloc shine 
the earrth!". (2). But they hadn't. The boring iren had turned aside under we must have run the ind av the gimlet through the ‘Old Gintlenan’ bimeilf!” 
ground, and the point of it chanced to come up in Widow Rooney's front parlour ©). At that moment the aggrievel Mrs, Rooney arrived upon the scene, amd the 
just as she was peeling the potatves for dinner, and surprised the good kadly somewhat scientific experiment came to an abrupt conclusion for that day. Cz 


DANCING GIRLS. THE WAY NOWADAYS. WE HOT’UN TO GRUMBLE. 


ee Pap 
the oofkins 
and Lord 
Mr. Hick 


e 0 


4 Zz 

Fair Speculator, 1 er thonght such a mighty company 
would come down such a cropper, Mr. Papermill. 

Old Jenks, Ol, my dear madam, at the Hofrom lay the whole 
eraft, 


| 


i “Tsay, is that old Shekkle’s daughter on his left arm ?" 
H “No, that’s his wive” 


Ht 
ft 


1. “Nothing li} 


| 
| 
No. 13. “Oh! that's his daughter. Me's marricd again, don't you | good of the crops. Why, this broiling should make our hearts 


“Then who's the old girl with the nose 7” “What! grumble at melting away ? No fear! its for the youreelf, oo ! 
sas your mouth wate! 
TOO MUCH OF A GOOD THING, EVEN FOR DUCKS. The girl who always forgets the figures. know.” gravy overflow with gratitude.” morrow.” Thus s 
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